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The Word 



Some things I have forgot that I forget. 
But lesser things there are, remembered yet, 
Than all the others. One name that I have not — 
Though 'tis an empty thingless name — forgot 
Never can die because spring after spring 
Some thrushes learn to say it as they sing. 
There is always one at midday saying it clear 
And tart — the name, only the name I hear. 
While perhaps I am 'thinking of the elder scent 
That is like food; or while I am content 
With the wild rose scent that is like memory, 
This name suddenly is cried out to me 
From somewhere in the bushes by 'a bird 
Over and over again, a pure thrush word. 

THE UNKNOWN 

She is most fair; 

And when they see her pass 

The poets' ladies 

Look no more in the glass, 

But after her. 

On a bleak moor 
Running under the moon 
She lures a poet, 
Once proud or happy, soon 
Far from his door. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Beside a train, 
Because they saw her go, 
Or failed to see her, 
Travellers and watchers know 
Another pain. 

The simple lack 
Of her is more to me 
Than others' presence, 
Whether life splendid be 
Or utter black. 

I have not seen, 

I have no news of her; 

I can tell only 

She is not here, but there 

She might have been. 

She is to be kissed 
Only perhaps by me; 
She may be seeking 
Me and no other: she 
May not exist. 



Edward Eastaivay 
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